usual walking down the street with his basket on
his arm.
It seemed as though all at once the neighbours
had given up helping in the search ; no one came
with reports any more., they had forgotten about
Floris. But gossip still continued about the house.
One had something to say about the gable^ another
about the front steps with their rusty railings that
grew more rickety every day3 or about the high
shop door with its one purple pane at the top, which
had probably been there for the past hundred years.
The corn-chandler's shop had become a house apart
in the street. Outside it looked so dilapidated,
inside it was so gloomy.